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Tragicall Hiftorie of 


PEACE Ea 
Prince of Denmarke 


By William Shake-{peare. 


Asit hath beene diuerle times acted by his Highneffe fer- 
uants in the Cittie of London : asalfoin the two V- 
ninerfities of Cambridgeand Oxford,and elfe-where 
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Prince of Denmarke, 


Enter two (entinels. 


1. Sas : whois that? 
gees Tis I, 
1. O you come moft carefully vpon your watch, 
2, Andifyoumeete ALarcellus and Horatio, 
The partners of my watch, bid them make hafte. 
1. [wills See who goes there. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellas, 
Hor. Friends to this ground. 
Mar. Andleegemen to the Dane, 
O farewell honeft fouldier, who hath releeued you? 
1. Barnardo hath my place, giue you good night. 
Mar. Holla, Barnardo. 
2. Say, is Horatio there? 
Hor. Apeeceofhim. 
2. Welcome Horatio, welcome good ALarcel/us, 
Mar. Whathath this thing appear'd againe to night. 
2. Lhauefeene nothing. 
Mar. Horatio {ayes tis but our fantafie, 
And wil not let belicfetake hold ofhim, 
Touching this dreaded fight twicefeene by vs, 
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TheTra ecate of Hamlet 


Therefore I haue intreated him along with vs 
To watch the minutes of this night, 
T hat if againe this apparition come, 
He may approoue our eyes,and fpeake to it. 

Hor, Tut, twill not appeare. 

2. Sit downe I pray, and let vs once againe 
A flaile your eares that are fo fortified, 
What we haue two nights feene. 

Hor, Wel,fit we downe,and let vs heare Bernardo {peake 
of this. 

4. Laft night of al,when yonder ftarre that’s weft- 
ward from the pole,had made his courfe to 
Ilumine that part of heauen. Where now it bumes, 
The bell then towling one. 

Enter Ghoft. 


Mar. Breake off your talke, fee where it comes againe. 
2. Inthe fame figure like the King that’s dead, 
Mar. Thou art a {choller, {peake to it Horatio, 
2. Lookesit not like the king? 
Hor. Moft like, ithorrors mee with feare and wonder. 
2, It would be fpoketo. 
Mar. Queftion it Horatio. 
Hor. What art thou that thus vfirps the ftate,in 
Which the Maieftie of buried Denmarke did fometimes 
Walke? By heaven J charge thee {peake. 
Mar. \tis offended. exit Ghoff. 
2. See,itftalkes away. 
Hor, Stay, {peake, fpeake, by heauen I charge thee 
{peake. 
; Mar. Tis gone and makes no anfwer. 
2. How now Horatio,you tremble and looke pale, 
Isnot this fomething more than fantafie ? 
What thinke you on't? 
Hor. Afore my God, I might not this beleeue, without 
the fenfible and true auiouch of my owne eyes. 
Mar, 


Prince of. Denmearke. 


Mar. sit nothike the King? 
Hor. Asthou art to thy felfe, 
Such was thevery armor he had on, 
Whenhe the ambitious Norway combated. 
So frownd he once, when in an angry parle 
He(mot the fleaded pollax on the yce, 
Tis ftrange. 
(Mar. Thustwice before, and iump at this dead hower, 
With Marfhall ftalke he pafled through our watch. 
Hor. In what particular to worke, I know not, 
But inthe thought and {cope of my opinion, 
T his bodes fome ftrange eruption to the ftate. 
Mar. Good, now fit downe, and tell me he that knowes 
Why this fame ftrikeand moft obferuant watch, 
So nightly toyles thefubieét of the land, 
And why fuch dayly coft of brazen Cannon 
Aad forraine marte, for implements of warre, 
Why fuchimpreffe of thip-writes, whofe fore taske 
Does not diuide the funday from the weeke: 
Whar might be toward that this fweaty march 
Doth make the night ioynt Jabourer with the day, 
Who is’t that can informe me? 
Hor. Mary that can I, at leaft the whifper goes fo, 
Our late King, who as you know was by Forten- 
Brafle of Norway, 
T hereto prickt on by amoft emulous caufe, dared to 
The combate, in which our valiant Haowcer, 
For {o this fide of our knowne worldeReemed him, 
Did flay this Forteribrafle, 
Who by afeale compaé& well ratified, by law 
And heraldrie, did forfeit with his life all thofe 
His lands which he ftoode feazed of by the conqueror, 
Againft the which amoity competent, 
Was gaged by our King: 
Now fir, yong Fortenbrafle, 
Ofinapproued mettle hot and full, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 


Hathin the skirts of Norway here and there, 
Sharke vp a fight of lawleffe Refolutes 
For food and diet to fome enterprife, 
That hath a {tomacke in't : and this (I take it) is the 
Chiefe head and ground of this our watch, 
Enter the Ghoft. 
But loe, behold, fee where it comes againe, 
Tle croffe it,though it blaft me : fay illufion, 
If there be any good thing to be done, 
That may doe eafe to thee,and grace to mee, 
Speake to mee. 
If thou art privy to thy countries fate, 
Which happly foreknowing may preuent, O fpeake tome, 
Orif thou halt exrorted in thy life, 
Or hoorded treafurein the wombe of eatth, 
For which they fay you Spirites oft walkein death, fpeake 
tome, {tay and {peake, fpeake,ftoppe it AZercellus. 
2.. Pisheere: exit Ghoff. 
Hor. Tishecre. 
Mare. Tis gone, O we docit wrong, being fo maiefti- 
call, to offer it the fhew of violence, 
Forit is as the ayreinvelmorable, 
And our vaine blowes malitious mockery. 
2. Itwas about to (peake when the Cocke crew. 
Hor, And thenit faded like a guilty thing, 
Vpona fearefull (ummons: J haue heard 
The Cocke, that is che trumpet to the morning, 
Doth with his earely and fhnill crowing throate, 
Awake the god of day, and at his found, 
Whether in earth orayre, in fea or fire, 
The {trauagant and erring {pirite bies 
T ohis confines, and of the trueth heereof 
This prefene obie& made probation. 
Marc. \tfaded on the crowing of the Cocke, 
Some fay, that ever gainft that (ate comes, 
Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated, 


The 


Prince of Denmarke. 


The bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 
And then they fay, no [pirite dare walke abroade, 
The nightsare wholefome,then no planet frikes, 
No Fairietakes, nor Witch hath powre to charme, 
So gratious,and fo hallowed is that time. 

Hor. Sohaue I heard, and doe in parte beleeucit: 
But fee the Sunne in ruffet mantle clad, 
Walkes ore the deaw of yon hie mountaine top, 
Breake we our watch vp, and by my aduife, 
Let vsimpart what wee haue feene to night 
Vnto yong Hamlet: for vpon my hfe 
This Spirite dumbe tovs will fpeake to him: 
Doyou confent,wee thall acquaint him with it, 
Asneedefull in our loue, fitting our duetie? 

(Mare. Lets doo’ I pray, and I this morning know, 
Where we thall finde him moft conueniently. 


Enter King, Queene, Hamlet, Leartes, Corambrs, 
and the 1wo Ambaffadors, with Attendants. 


King Lordes,we here haue writ to Fortenbraffe, 

Nephew to olde Norway, who impudent 

And bed-rid, fcarcely heares of this his 

Nephews purpofe : and Wee heere difpatch 

Yong good Cornelia, and you Voltemar 

For bearers of thefe greetings to olde 

Norway, giuing to you no further perfonall power 

To bufineffe with the King, 

T hen thofe related articles do thew: 

Farewell,and let your hafte commend your dutie. 
Gent. In this and all things will wee (thew our dutic. 
King. Wee doubt nothing, hartily farewel: 

And now Leartes what's the newes with you? 

You faid you hada fute what? ft Leartes? 

Lea: My gratious Lord, your fauorable licence, 

Now that the funerall ritesare all performed, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


I may haueleaue to go againe to France, 
For though the fauout of your grace might ftay mee, 
Yet fomething is there whifpersin my hare, 
Which makes my mindeand {pirits bend all for France. 

King 1 Haue you your fathers leaue,Leartes? 

Cer. Hehath, my lord,wrung from me aforced graunt, 
And I befeech you grant your Highneffe leaue. 

Kiug With allourheart, Leartes fare thee well, 

Lear. Tinallloue and dutie take my leaue. 

King. And now princely Sonne Hamlet, Exit. 
What meanes thefe fad and melancholy moodes? 
For your intent going to Wittenberg, 
Wee hold it moft vnineet and vnconuenient, 
Being the Toy and halfe heart of your mother. 
Therefore let mee intreat you ftay in Court, 
All Denmarkes hope our coofinand deareft Sonne. 

Ham. My lord, ti’s not the fable (ute I weares 
No nor the teares that ftill {tand in my eyes, 
Nor the diftra&ted hauiour in the vifage, 
Nor all together mixt with outward {emblance, 
Ts equallto the forrow of my heart, 
Hit haue I loft I mutt of force forgoe, 
T hefe but the ornaments and {utes of woe. 

King This thewes a louing care in you,Sonne Hamlet, 
But you muft chinke your father loft a father, 
That father dead, loft his, and fo thalbe vnitill the 
Generall ending. Therefore ceafe laments, 
Itisa fault gain{t heauen, fault gainft the dead, 
A fault gainft nature, and in reafons 
Common courfe moft certaine, 

Zone liues on earth, but hee is borne to die. 

Dae. Let not thy mother loofe her praiers Hass/er, 
Stay here with vs, go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I thallin all my beft obay you madam. 

King Spoke likea kindeanda moftlouing Sonne, 
And there’sno health the King thall drinke to day, 


But 


Prince of Denmarke. 


But the great Canon to the clowdes fhall tell 
The rowfe the King thall drinke vnto Prince Hamlet, 
Exeunt all but Hamlet. 
Ham. © that thistoo much grieu'd andfallied fleth 
Would melt to nothing, or that the vniverfall 
Globe of heaven would turne al to a Chaos! 
O God within two moneths; no not two : matied, 
Mine vncle: O let me not thinke of it, 
My fathers brother : but no more like 
My father, then I to Hercuées. 
Within two months, ere yet the falt of moft 
Vnrighteous teates had left their futhing 
In her galled eyes : fhe married, O God, a beaft 
Deuoyd of reafon would not haue made 
Such {peede: Frailtie, thy nameis Woman, 
Why fhe would hang on him, as if increafe 
Of appetite had growne by what it looked on. 
O wicked wicked fpeede, to make fuch 
Dexteritie to inceftuous fheetes, 
Ere yet the fhooes were olde, 
The which the followed my dead fathers corfe 
Like Nyobe, all teares : married, well itis nor, 
Nor it cannot come to good: 
But breake my heart, for I muft holde my tongue. 
Enter Hotatio and Marcellus. 
Hor. Health to your Lordhhip. 
Ham. Lamvcry glad tofee you, (Horatio) or Imuch 
forget my f{elfe. 
Hor, The fame my Lord,and your poore feruant ever. 
Ham. O my good friend, I change that name with you: 
but what make you from pnb eel 
Marcellus. 
Marc. My good Lord. 
Ham. T am very glad to fee you, good cuen firs: 
But what is your affairein Elfenowre? 
Wecleteach youto drinkedeepe ere you depart. 
Hor. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 


Hor. Atrowant difpofition,my good Lord. 
Ham. Nor fhall you make mec trufter 
Of your owne report againft your felfe: 
Sir, I know you are no trowant: | 
But what is your affaire in Elenonre? 
Hor. My good Lord,I came to fee yout fathers funerall. 
Ham. O} pre thee do not mocke mee fellow ftudient, 
I thinkeit was to feemy mothers wedding. 
Hor. Indeede my Lord, it followed hard vpon. 
Ham. Thnift, thrift, Horario, the funerall bak’t ineates 
Did coldly furnith forth the marriage tables, 
Would I had met my deercft foein heauen 
Ere ever ] hadfeene that day Horatio; 
O iny father, my father, me thinks I fee my father, 
Hor, Where my Lord? 
Ham. Why,in my mindes eye Horatio. 
Hor. \faw him once, he was a gallant King. 
Ham. Hewasaman, take him for allin all, 
I thall notlooke vpon his likeagaine. 
Hor. My Lord,I thinke I faw him yefternight, 
Ham. Saw, who? 
Hor. My Lord,the King your father. 
Ham. Ha,ha, the King my father ke you. 
Hor. Ceafen your admiration for a while 
With an attentiue eare, tll I may deliver, 
V pon the witneffe of thefe Gentlemen 
This wonder to you. 
Ham. For Gods louelet me heareit. 
Hor. Two nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 
(Marcellus and Bernardo, ontheit watch, 
In the dead vaft and middle of the night. 
Beene thus incountered by a figure like your father, 
Armed to poynt, exa€tly Capapea 
Appeeres before them thrife, he walkes 
Before their weake and feare oppreffed cies. 
Within his tronchions length, ! 
While 


Prince of Denmarke 


While they diftilled almof to gelly. 
With the act of feare {tands dumbe, 
And {peake notto him: this to mee 
In dreadful fecrefieimpart they did. 
And I with them the third night kept the watch, 
Whereas they had deliuered forme of the thing. 
Each part made trueand good, 
The Apparition comes: 1 knew your father, 
Thefe handes are not more like. 
Ham. Tis very ftrange. 
Hor. As do live,my honord lord, tis true, 
And wee did thinke it right done, 
In our dutie to let you know it. 
Ham. Where was this? 
Mar. My Lord,vpon the platforme where we watched. 
Ham. Did you not {peake to it? 
Hor, My Lord we did, but anfwere madeit none, 
Yet once me thought it was about to fpeake, 
And lifted vp his head to motion, 
Like as he would fpeake, but euen then 
T he morning cocke crew lowd, and in all hafte, 
It thruncke in hafte away, and vanifhed 
Our fight. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed firs, but this troubles me: 
Hold you the watch to night? 
All edo my Lord, 
Ham. Armed fay ye? 
All Armed my good Lerd. 
Ham. Fromtop totoe? 
All. My good Lord, from head to foote. 
Fam, Why then {aw you not his face? 
For, Oyesmy Lord, he wore hisbeuervp. 
Ham. How look'the, frowningly? 
Hor. A countenance more in forrow than in anger. 
Ham. Pale, or red? 
Hor. Nay, veriepal 
Cc Ham, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Ham. And fixthis cies vpon you. 
Hor. Moft conftantly. 
Ham. I would had beene there. 
Hor. It would a much amazed you. 
Ham. Yea very like,very like,ftaid it long? 
Hor, While one with moderate pace 
Might tell a hundred. 
(Mar. O longer, longer. 
Ham. His beard was grifleld, no. 
Hor. ItwasasI hauefeene itin his life, 
A {able filuer. 
Ham. wil watch to night, perchance t'wil walke againe. 
Hor. \ warrane it will. 
Ham. Ifit affume my noble fathers perfon, 
Nefpeaketo it, if hell it felfe (hould gape, 
And bid me hold my peace, Gentlemen, 
Ifyou haue hither confealed this fight, 
Let it be tenible in your filence ftill, 
And whatfoeuer elfe fhall chance to night, 
Giueit an vinderftanding, but no tongue, 
J will requit your loues,fo fare you well, 
V ponthe platforme, twixt eleuen and twelue, 
Ile vifit you. 
All, Qur duties to your honor. excunt, 
Ham. O your loues,your loues, as mine to you, 
Farewell, my fathers {piritin Armes, 
Well, all’s not well. I doubt fome foule play, 
Would the night were come, 
Tillthen, fit Rill my foule, foule deeds will rife 
Though allthe world orewhelmethem to mens cies. Exit. 
Enter Leartes and Ofelia. 
Leart. My neceffaries are inbarkt, I muft aboord, 
But ere I part, marke what I fay to thee: 
I fee Prince Hamlet makes a fhew ofloue 
Beware Ofelia, do nottruft his vowes, 
Perhaps he loues you now, and now his tongue, 


Speakes 


Prince of Denmarke. 


Speakes from his heart, but yet take heed my fifter, 
he Charieft maideis prodigall enough, 

If the vnmaske hir beautie to the Moone. 

Vertue it felfe {capes not calumnious thoughts, 

Belieu't Ofeéia, therefore keepe aloofe 

Left that he trip thy honor and thy fame. 

Ofe/. Brother,to this I haue lent attentiue eare, 
And doubt not but to keepe my honour firme, 
But my deere brother,do not you 
Like to a cunning Sophifter, 

Teach me the path and ready way to heauen, 
While you forgetting whatis faid to me, 
Your felfe, liketo a careleffe libertine 

D oth giuchis heart, his appetite at ful, 

And little recks how that his honour dies. 

Lear. No, feareit not my deere Ofeka, 


Here comes my father, occafion finiles vpon a fecond leaue. 


Enter Corambis. 
Cor. Yet here Leartes? aboord,aboord, for fhame, 
The winde fits in the fhoulder of your faile, 
And you are {taid for, there my bleffing with thee 
And thefe few precepts in thy memory. 
« Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgarey 
« Thofe friends thouhaft, and their adoptions tried, 
“ Graple ther to thee with ahoopeoffteele, 
“ But do not dull the palme with entertaine, 
“« Of euery new vnfleg d courage, 
“ Beware of entrance into a quarrell;but being in, 
« Beare it thatthe oppofed may beware of thee, 
« Coftly thy apparrell, as thy purfe can buy. 
“ But not expreft in fathion, 
For theapparel! oft proclaimes the man. 
Andthey of France of the chiefe rancke and {tation 
Are of amoft fele€tand generall chiefe in that: 
This aboue all, to thy owne felfe be true, 
Andit muft follow as the night is day, 
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T hou can{t not then be falfe to any one, 

Farewel, my bleffing with thee. | 
Lear. I humbly take my leaue, farewell O felts, 

And remember well what I haue faid to you. exit. 

Ofe/, It is already lock’t within my hart, 

And you yout felfe thall keepe the key ofit. 

Cor; What i {t Ofedia he hath faide to you? 

Ofek Somthing touching the prince Hamlet. 

Cor. Mary wel thought on, t'ts giuen me to vnderftand, 
That you haue bin too prodigall of your maiden prefence 
Vnto Prince Hamlet, ifit be fo, 

Asfo tis giuen to mee, and that in waie of caution 
Imutfttell you; you donot vnderftand your {elfe 
So well as befits my honor, and your credite. 

Ofel. My lord, he hath made many tenders of his loue 
tome. 

Cor. Tenders, J, I,tenders you may call them. 

Ofe?, And withall, {uch earneft vowes. 

(or. Springes to catch woodcocks, 

What, do not I know when the blood doth burne, 
How prodigall the tongue lends the heart vowes, 
In briefe, be more {canter of your maiden prefence, 
Or tendring thus youl tender mee afoole. 
Ofel. I fhall obay my lord in all J may. 
Cor. Ofeéa, receiue none of his letters, 
« For lovers lines are {nares to intrap the heart; 
* Refufe his tokens, both of them are keyes 
To vnlocke Chaftitie vntoDefires 
Come in Ofeéa, fuch men often proue, 
“« Greatin their wordes, but little in their Joue. 
Ofel. I will my Jord. exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet, Horatio,and Marcellus. 
Fam. The ayre bites fhrewd; it is an eager and 
An nipping winde, what houreift? 
Hor. Lthink itlacks of twelue, Souna Trumpets. 
Mar. No, tis ftrucke. 
Hora. 


Princeo if Denmarke. 


Hor. Indeed Uheard it not,what doth this mean my lord? 
Ham. O the king doth wake to night, & takes his rowle, 


Keepe waftcl,and the fwaggering vp-{pring reeles, 
rei as he dreames, his draughts of renith downe, 
Thekettic, drumme, and trumpet, thus bray out, 
T he triumphes of his pledge. 

Hor. Is ita cuftome here? 

Ham. Tmaryift andthough Iam 
Natiue here, and to the ies Raa 
It isa cnftome, more honourd in the breach, 
Thenin the obferuance. 

Enter the Ghoft. 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs, 
Be thoua fpirite of health, or goblin damn’d, 


Bring with thee ayres from heanen, or blafts from hell: 


Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thou commeftin fuch queftionable fhape, 
That I will (peake to thee, 
Ile call thee Hamlet, King, Father, Royall Dane, 
Oanlwere mee, let mee not burft in ignorance, 
But {ay why thy canonizd bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their ceremontes:why thy Sepulcher, 
In which wee faw thee quietly interr'd, 
Hath burft his ponderous and marble Jawes, 
To caft thee vp againe: what may thismeane, 
T hat thou, dead corfe,againe in compleate fteele, 
Reuiffets thus the glimfes ofthe Moone, 
Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature, 
So hortidely to thake our difpofition, 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules? 
Say ,fpeake,wherefore,what may this meane? 
Hor. It beckons you,as thoughit had fomething 
To impart to youalone. 
(Mar. Looke with what coutteous a&tion 
Tt waves you to amoreremoucd ground, 
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The Tragedse of Hamlet 


But do not go with it. 
Hor. No, by no meanes my Lord. 
Ham. It willnotfpeake, then will I follow it. 
Hor. Whatif it tempt you toward the flood my Lord. 
That beckles ore his bace,into the fea, 
And there affume fome other horrible thape, 
Which might deprive your foueraigntie of reafon, 
And driue you into madneffe : thinke ofit. 
Ham. Stillam 1 called, go on ile follow thee. 
Her, My Lord,you thall not go. 
Ham. Why what fhould be the feare? 
Ido not fet my life at a pinnesfee, 
And for my foule,what can it do to that? 
Being a thing immortall, like it felfe, 
Goon, ile follow thee. 
Mar. My Lord berulde, you fhall not goe. 
Ham. My fate cries out,and makes each pety Artive 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue, 
Still am I cald, vnhand me gentlemen; 
By heauen ile make a ghoft of him that lets me, 
Away I fay, go on, ile follow thee, 
Hor. He waxeth defperate with imagination. 
(Mar. Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmarke. 
Hor. Waue after; to what {Tue will this fort?) 
Mar. Lets follow, tisnotfitthusto obeyhim. — exit. 
Enter Ghof and Hamlet. 
Ham. Mle go no farther whither wilt thou leade me? 
Ghoft Matke me. 
Ham. \will. 
Ghoft I am thy fathers {pirit, doomd for a time 
To walke the night, and all the day 
Confinde in flaming fire, 
Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Arcpurged and burnt away. 
Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 
Ghof Nay pitty me not, but to my ynfolding 


Princeof Denmarke, 


Lend thy liftning eare, but that I am forbid 
To tell thefecrets of my prifon houfe 
I woulda tale vnfold, whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy yong blood, 
Make thy twoeyes like ftars ftart from their fpheres, 
T hy knotted and combined locks to part, 
And each particular haire to {tand on end 
Like quils vpon the fretfull Porpentine, 
But this fame blazon muft not be,to eares of fleth and blood 
Hamlet, if ever thou didft thy deere father loue. 
Ham. O God. 
Gho. Renenge his foule, and moft ynnaturall murder : 
Ham, Murder. 
Gheft Yea, murdcrin the higheft degree, 
As in the leaft tis bad, 
But mine moft foule,beaftly,and vnnaturall. 
Ham. Hafte meto knowe it, that with wingsas fwift as 
meditation, or the thought of it,may fweepe to my reuenge. 
Ghoft O I findethee apt, and duller fhouldf rhetibe 
Then the fat weede which rootes it felfein eafe 
On Lethe wharffe : briefelet me be. 
Tis given out, that fleeping in my orchard, 
A Serpent {tung me; fo the whole eare of Denmarke 
Ts witha forged Proffes of my death rankely abufde: 
But know thounoble Youth : he that did fting 
Thy fathers heart, now weares his Crowne. 
Ham. ‘O my prophetike foule, my vncle! my vncle! 
Ghoft Yeahe, thatinceftuouswretch, wonne to his will 
O wicked will,and gifts! thathauethe power (with gifts, 
So tofeduce my moft {eeming vertuous Queene, 
But vertne, as it never wili be moued, 
Though Lewdneffe court it in a fhape of heauen, 
So Tui, though to aradiant angle linckt, 


Would fate it felfe from a celeftiall bedde, 
And prey on garbage : but foft, me thinkes 
Tfent the mornings ayre, briefe letme be, 


Sleeping 
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Sleeping within my Orchard, my cuftome alwayes 
Inthe after noone, vpon my fecure houre 
T hy vncle came, with iuyce of Hebona 
Ina viall, and through the porches of my eares 
Did powre the leaprous diftilment,whofe efle& 
Hold fich an enmitie with blood of man, 
T hat {wiftas quickefilner, it pofteth through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 
And tunes the thinne and wholefome blood 
Like eager dropingsinto milke. | 
And all my {moothe body, barked,and tetterd ouer. 
Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hand 
Of Crowne, of Queeneof life,of dignitie 
Atonce deprived, no reckoning made of, 
But fentvnto my graue, 
With all my accompts and finnes vpon my head, 
O horrible, moft horrible! 
Ham. O God! 
ghoft Ifthou haft nature in thee, beare itnot, 
But howfoeuer, Jet notthy heart 
Con(pire againft thy mother aught, 
Leaue her to heauen, 
And to the burthen that her confcience beares. 
I mutt be gone, the Glo-worme fhewes the Martin 
To beneere, and gin’s to pale his vneffetuall fire: 
Hamlet adue,adue,adue : remember me. Exit 
Ham. Oallyouhofte of heaven! O carth,what elfe? 
And thall I couple hell; remember thee? 
Yes thou poore Ghoft; from the tables 
Of my memorie, ile wipe away all fawes of Bookes, 
Alltriuiall fond conceites 
T hat euer youth, or elfe obfernance noted, 
And thy remembrance, all alone hall fit. 
Yes, yes, by heauen, a damnd pernitious villaine, 
Murderons, bawdy, fmiling damned villaine, 
(My tables) meet it is I fet it downe, 


Prince of Denmarke 
That onemay fmile, and {mile, and be a villayne; 
Atleaft I am fure, it may be fo in Denmarke, 
So vnele, there bh are, there you are. 


Now to the words; it isadue adue: remember me, 
Soet'is enough I haue fwome. 
Hor. My lord,my lord. Enter. Horatio, 
(Mar. Lord Hamlet. and Marcellus. 


Her. Iil,lo,lo,ho,ho. 
Mar, il,lo,10,fo, ho,fo,come boy, come. 
Hor. Heauens fecure him. 
Mar. Howitt my noble lord? 
Hor. What news my lord? 
Ham. O wonderfull, wonderful. 
Hor. Good my lord tel it. 
Ham. No notI, you reuealcit. 
Hor. NotI my Lord by heauen. 
Mar. Nor I my Lord. 
Ham. How fay you then? would hart of man 
Oncethinke it? but you'l befecree. 
Both. by heauen, my lord. 
Ham. There's nevera villaine dwelling in all Denmarke, 
But hee’s an arrantknaue. 
Hor, There needno Ghoft comefrom the graue to tell 
you this. 
Ham, Right, youare in the right, and therefore 
I holde it meet without more circumftance atall, 
Wee thake hands and part;you as your bufines 
And defiers thall leade you: forlooke you, 
Euery man hath bufines, and defires, dich 
Asitis, and for my owne poore parte, ile go pray. 
Hor. Thefe are but wild and wherling words, my Lord. 
Ham. 1am fory they offend youjhartely,yes faith hartily. 
Hor. Ther'sno offence my Lord. 
Ham. Yes by Saint Patrikze but there 1s Horatio, 
And much offence too, touching this vifion, 3 
Ieis anhoneft ghoft, thatlet mee tell zeus 
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For your defires to know what is betweenevs, 
Oremaitter it as you may: 
Andnow kind frends, as yon are frends, 
Schollers and gentlmen, 
Grant mee one poore requeft. 
Both. Whatr{t my Lord? 
Ham. Neuer makeknown what youhaue feene tonight 
Both. My lord,we willnot. 
Ham. Nay but {weare. 
Hor. In faith my Lord not L. 
Mar. Nor I my Lordin faith. 
Ham. Nay vpon my fword, indeed vpon nay fword. 
Glo. Sweare. 
The Gof under the flage. 
Ham. Ha,ha, come you here, this Flow inthe fellerige, 
Here confent to fweare. 
Hor. Propofethe oth my Lord. 
Ham. Neuer tofpcake what you haue feeneto night, 
Sweare by my fword. 
Goff. Sweare. 
Ham. Fic & vbique; nay then weele thift our grounds 
Come hither Gentlemen, and lay your handes 
Againe vpon this {word, neuer to fpeake 
Of that which you haue feene, {weare by my fword. 
Ghoft Sweate. 
Ham. Wellfaid old Mole, can'ft worke in the earth? 
fo faft, a worthy Pioner, once more remoue. 
Hor. Day and night,but this is wondrous ftrange, 
Ham. And therefore asa ftranger giue it welcome, 
[here are more things in heauen and earth Horatio, 
Then are Dream't of in your philofophie, 
But come here,as before you neuer fhall 
How ftrange or odde foere I bearemy felfe, 
As I perchance hereafter thall thinke meet, 
To pucan Anticke difpofition on, 
That you at fuch times fecing me, neuer fhall 


Prince of D Cnmark?, 


With Armes incombred thus,or this head thake, 


Or by pronouncing fome vndoubtfull phrafe, 


This not to doe, fo grace, and mercie 
Atyourmoft needhelpeyou, fweare 


Ghoft. {weare. 


Ham. Reft,reft,perturbed {pirit. fo gentlemen, 
Inallmy loue I do commend mec to you, 
And what fo pooreaman as Ham/et may, 

To pleafure you, God willing thall not want, 
Nay comelett’s go together, 

Bur ftil your fingers on your lippes I pray, 
The time is out of ioynt,O curfed fpite, 
That ener 1 was borne to fet it right, ) 
Nay comelett's go together. Excennt. 


Enter Corambis, and Afontano. 
Cor. Montano, here, thefe letters to my fonne, 


And this fame mony with my blefling to him, 
And bid him ply his learning good Afontano. 


Aton. Iwill my lord, 


Cer. You fhall do very well Afontano, to fay thus, 
} knew the gentleman, orknow his father, 
T o inquire the manner of his life, 
Asthus; being amongft his acquaintance, 
You may fay, you faw him at fucha time, marke you mee, 
At game,or drincking, (wearing, or drabbing, 
You may go fofarre. 

Mon. My lord, that will impeach his reputation. 


Cer. I faith not a whit, no nota whit, 


Men. He clofeth wait hier in the confequence. 
Cor, I, you fay right, he clofeth with him thus, 
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As well well, wee know, or weecould and if we would, 
Orthete be, andif they might, or fuch ambiguous: 
Giuing out to note, that you know aught of mee, 


Now happely hee clofeth with you inthe confequence, 
Asyou may bridle itnot difparage him a iote. 
What was I aboutto fa 


This 
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This will hee fay, let mee fee what hee will fay, 
Mary this, I faw him yefterday, or tother day, 
Or then, oratfuch a time, a dicing, 
Orat Tennis, 1 or drincking drunke, or entring 
Of ahowfe of lightnes viz. Frothell, 
Thus fir do wee that know the world, being men of reach, 
By indireétions, finde dire&tions forth, 
And fo thall you my fonnes you ha me, ha you not? 
Mon. Thaue my lord. 
Cor. Wel, fare you well,commend mee to him. 
Men, Twillmy lord. 
Cor. Andbid him ply his muficke 
Mon. My lord J wil exit, 
Enter, Of ela, 
Cer, Farewel,how now Ofelia,what's the news with you? 
Oft. O my deare father, fuch a changein nature, 
So great an alteration in a Prince, 
So pitifull to him, fearefull to mee, 
A maidens eye ne're looked on. 
Cor. Why what's the matter my Ofelia? 
Of. O yong Prince Hamlet,the only floure of Denmark, 
Heeis bereft of all the wealth he had, 
The Jewell that ador’nd his feature moft 
Is filcht and Rolne away, his wit’s bereft him, 
Hee found mee walking in the gallety all alone, 
There comes hee to mee, with a diftraéted looke, 
Fis garterslagging downe, his fhooes yntide, 
And fixt his eyesto Redfaft on my face, 
Asif they had vow’d, this is their lateft obic&t. 
Small while he ftoode, but gripes me by the wrift, 
And there he holdes my pulfe till with a figh 
He doth vnclafpe his holde, and parts away 
Silent,asis. the mid time of the night: 
And ashe went, his eie was ftill on mee, 
F or thus hishead ouer his fhoulder looked, 
Hefeemed to finde the way without his etes: 


Prince of Denmarke. 


For out of doores he went without their helpe, 
And fo did leaue me. 
Cor. Madde for thy loue, 
What haue you giuen him any croffe wordes of late? 
Ofelia 1 did repell his letters, deny his gifts 
As you did charge me. 
Cor. Why that hath made him madde: 

By heau'n t'ts as proper for our age to caft 

Beyond out felues, as t'ts for the yonger fort 

To leaue their wantonneffe, Well, lam fory 

Thac I was fo rath: but what remedy? 

Letsto the King, this madneffe may prooue, 

Though wildea while, yet moretructothyloue. excnnt. 
Enter King and Queene, R offencraft,and Gilderftone. 
King Rightnoble friends, that our deere cofin Hamlce 

Hath loft the very heart of all his fence, 

It is moft right, and we moft fory for him: 

Therefore we doe defire, cuenas you tender 

Our care to him, and our greatloue to you, 

That you will labour but to wring from him 

The caufe and ground of his diftemperancte. 

Doe this, theking of Denmarke thal be thankefull, 

Rof: My Lord; whatfoeuerlies within our powet 

Your maieftie may more commaund in wordes 

Then vie perfwafions to your liege men,bound 

By loue, by ductie, and ptetherce 

Guil. What we may doe for both your Maiefties 

To know the griefe troubles the Prince your fonne, 

Wewillindeuour all the beft we may, 

Soin all duetie doe we take our leaue, 

King Thankes Guilderftone,and gentle Roffencraft. 
Que. Thankes Roflencraft,and gentle Gilderftone. 
Enter Corambis andOfetia. 
Cor. My Lord, the Ambaffadors areioyfully 
Return d from Norway. 
King Thou ftill haft beene the father of good news. 
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Cor, Haue I my Lord? Laffure your grace, 
Tholde my ductie as I holde my life, 
Bothto my God, and to my foueraigne King: 
And I belceue, or clfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the traine of policie fo well 
Asithad wontto doe, but I haue found 
The yery depth of Hamlets linacie. 

Lineene. Godgrauuthe bath. 

Enter the Ambaffadors. 

King Now Voltemar what from out brother Norway? 

Volt, Molt faire returnes of greetings and defires, 
Vpon our firfthe fent forth to fiusppreffe 
His nephewsleuies, which tohim appeat'd 
‘To be a preparation gainft the Polacke: 
But better look’tinto, he truely found 
It was againft your Highnefle,whereat grieved, 
That fo his fickeneffe,age,and impotence, 
Was fatfely bornein hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbraffe, which he in briefe obays, 
Receitues rebuke from Norway:and in fine, 
Makes vow before his vnele, neuer more 
To giue the aflay of Armes againft your Maieftie, 
Whereon olde Norway ouercome with ioy, 
Gives him three thoufand crownes in annuall fee, 
And his Commiffion to employ thofe fouldiers, 
Soleuied as before, againft the Polacke, 
With an intreaty heerein further fhewne, 
‘F hat ie would pleafe you to gine quiet pafle 
Through yout dominions, for that enterprife 
On fuch regardes of fafety and allowances 
As therein are fet downe. 

Kiang Itlikes ys well, and at Gttime and leafure 
Weele reade and anfwere thefe his Articles, 
Meane time we thanke you for your well 
Tooke labour : go to your reft,at night wecle fealt togither: 
Right welcome home. excunt Ambaffadors. 
Cor. 


Prince of Denmarke. 


Cor. This bufinesis very well difpatched. 
Now ny Lord touching the yong Prince Hamlet, 


Certaine it is that hee is madde: mad let vs grant him then: 


Now to know the caufe of this effect, 

Or elfe to fay the caufe of this defect, 

For this effeét defectine comes by caufe. 

Queene Good my Lard he briefe. 
Cor. Madam I will: my Lord, I haue adaughter, 

Haue while thee’s mine: for that we thinke 

Is fureft, we often loofe:now to the Prince. 

My Lord, but note this letter, 

The which my daughter in obedience 

Deliuer’d to my handes. 

King Reade it my Lord. 
Cor. Marke my Lord, 

Doubt thatin earth is fire, 

Doubt thatthe ftarres doe moue, 

Doubt trueth to bea liar, 

But doe not doubt Iloue. 

To the beautifull Ofexa: 

Thine ever the moft vnhappy Prince Hamlet. 

My Lord, what doe you thinke of me? 

I, or what might you thinke when I fawe this? 
King As ofa true friend and a moft louing fubie&. 
Cor. 1 would be glad to prooue fo. 

Now when I faw this letter,thus I befpake my maiden: 

Lord Hamlet isa Prince out of your {tarre, 

And one that is vnequall for your loue: 

Therefore I did commaund her refufe his letters, 

Deny his tokens,and to abfent her felfe 

Sheeas my childe obediently obey'dme. 

Now fince which time, feeing his louethus crofs d, 

Which Ftooketo be idle, and but{port, 

He ftvaitway grew into a melancholy, 

From that vnto afaft, thenvnto diftraétion, 

Then into afadneffe, from that vnto amadnefle, 
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And {o by continuance,and weakeneffe of the braine 
Into this frenfie, which now pofleffeth him: 
And if this be not true, take this from this. 
King Thinke you t's (02 
(or. How?fo my Lord, I would very faine know 
That thing that I haue faide r'is fo, pofitiuely, 
Andit hath fallen out otherwife. 
Nay, if circumftances leade me on, 
Ie finde it out,ifit were hid 
As deepeas the centre of the earth. 
Ksng. how fhould wee trie this fame? 
Cor. Marymy good lord thus, 
The Princes walkeis here in the galery, 
There let Ofetia,walke yntill hee comes: 
Your felfe and I will ftand clofe in the ftudy, 
There thall you heare the effeét of all his hart, 
And ifit proue any otherwife then loue, 
Then let my cenfure faile an other time. 
King. {ee where hee comes poring vppona booke. 
Enter Hamlet, 


Cor. Madamie, will it pleafe your gtace 
Toa leaue vshere? 
Que. With all my hart. exit. 


Cor. Andhere Ofelia, reade you on thisbooke, 
And walkealoofe, the King thal be vnfeene. 

Fam. To be,or not to be, I there's the point, 
To Die, to fleepe,is that all? I all: 
No,to fleepe,to dreame, I mary there it goes, 
For in that dreame of death, when wee awake, 
And borne before an euerlafting Iudge, 
From whenceno paffenger euer retur'nd, 
‘Tie vndifcouered country, at whofe fight 
The happy fmile,and the accurfed dammn’d. 
But for this, the ioyfull hope of this, 
Whol'd beare the fcornes and flattery of the world, 
Scorned by the right rich, the rich curfled ofthe poore? = 


Prince of Denmarke 
T he widow being opprefled,the orphan wrone'd, 


The tafte of hunger, ora tirants raigne, 
And thoufand more calamities befides, 
To grunt and {weate vader this weary life, 
When that he may his full Ousetus make, 
With a bare bodkin, who would this indure, 
But fora hope of fomething after death? 
Which pufles the braine, and doth confound thefence, 
Which makes vs rather beare thofe euilles we haue, 
Than flie to others that we know not of. 
I that,O this confcience makes cowardes of vs all, 
Lady m thy orizons, be all my finnes remembred. 
Ofel. My Lord, [have fought opportunitie,which now 
I haue,to redelinerto your worthy handes, afmall remem- 
brance, fuch tokens which I haue receiued of you. 
Ham. Are you faire? 
Ofel. My Lord. 
Ham. Areyou honeft? 
Ofel, What meanes my Lord? 
Fam. That if you be faire and honeft, 
Your beauty fhould admit no difcourfe to your honefty. 
Ofe/. My Lord, can beauty haue better priviledge than 
with honefty? 
Ham. Yea mary may it; for Beauty may transforme 
Honefty, from what fhe was into a bawd: 
Then Honefty cantransforwe Beauty: 
This was fometimes a Paradox, 
Butnow the time gies it {cope. 
I never gaue you nothing. 
Ofe?. My Lord, you know right well you did, 
And with them fuch earneft vowes ofloue, 
As would haue moou’d the {tonieft breaft aliue, 
But now too true I finde, 
Rich giftes waxe poore, when givers grow ynkinde. 
Ham. Ineuet loued you. 
Ofe/, Youmademe belceue you did. 
E 
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Ham. O thou thouldftnot a beleeued me! 
Go toa Nunnery goe, why fhouldft thou 
Bea breeder of finners? I am my felfe indifferent honeft, 
But I could accufe my felfe of fuch crimes 
Tt had beene better my mother had ne're borne me, 
O I am very prowde. ambitious, difdainefull, 
With more finnes at my becke, then I haue thoughts 
To put them in, what thould fuch fellowes as I 
Do, crawling between heauen and earth? 
ToaNunnery goe, we are arrant knaues all, 
Beleeue none of vs, to a Nunnery goe. 
Ofel. O heauensfecure him! 
Ham. Wher'sthy father? 
Ofel. At home my lord. 
Ham. For Godsfake let the doores be fhut on him, 
He may play the foole no where butin his 
Ownc houfe:to a Nunnery goe. 
Ofel. Help him goodGod. 
Ham. lf thou doft marry, Tle give thee 
This plague to thy dowry: 
Be thou as chafteas yce, as pure as {nowe, 
Thou thalt not {cape calumny, to 4 Nunnery goe. 
Ofel. Alas, what change is this? 
Ham. But if thou wilt needes marry,marry afoole, 
For wifemen know wellenough, 
What montters you make of Roses a Nunnery goe. 
Ofel. Pray Godreftore him. 
Ham. Nay, I haue heard of your paintings too, 
God hath giuen you one face, 
And you make your felues another, 
You fig,and you amble, andyou nickname Gods creatures, 
Making your wantonneffe, your ignorance, 
A pox, t's {curuy, Ile no more ofit, 
It hath mademe maadde : Tle no more marriages, 
All that are married but one,thall liue, 
The reft thall keepeas they are, to a Nunnery goe, 


Prince of D enmarke. 


Toa Nunnery goe. exit. 

Ofe. Great God of heauen,what a quicke change is this? 
The Courtier, Scholler,Souldier, allin him, 
All dafhtand{plinterd thence, O woc is me, 
Toafeene what I haue feene,feewhat I fee. exit. 

King Loue? No,no, that's not the caufe, Enter King and 
Some deeper thingit is thattroubleshim. — Coramdis. 

Cor. Wel,fomething itis: my Lord,content you a while, 
J will my felfe goe feele him:let me worke, 
letry him euery way : fee where he comes, 
Send you thofe Gentlemen, let me alone 
To finde the depth of this,away,be gone. exit King. 
Now my good Lord,do you know me? = Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Y eavery well,y'area fifhmonger. 

Cor. NotI my Lord. 

Ham. Then fir, I would you were fo honeft aman, 
For to be honeft,as this age goes, 
1s one man to be pickt out of tenne thoufand. 

(or. What doeyou reade my Lord? 

Ham. Wordes,wordes. 

Cor. What's the matter my Lord? 

Ham. Betweene who? 

Cor. I meanethe matter you reade my Lord. 

Ham. Mary moft vile herefie: 
For here the Satyricall Satyre writes, 
That olde men haue hollow eyes,weake backes, 
Grey beardes, pittifull weake Hamed gowty legges, 
All which fir,I moft potently beleeue not: 
For fir, your felfe thalbe olde as I am, 
Iflikea Crabbe, you could goe backeward. 

(or. How pregnant his replies are,and full of wits 
Yet at firft he tooke me for a fifhmonger: 
All this comes by loue,the vernencie of loue, 
And when Iwas yong, I was very idle, 
And fuffered much extafie in Ioue, very neere this: 
Will you walke out of the aire my bos 
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Ham. Into my graue. 
Cor. By the maffe that’s out of the aire indeed, 
Very fhrewd an{wers, 
My lord Iwill take my leaue of you. 
Enter Gilder Stone, and Roffencraft. 
Ham; Youcantake nothing from me fir, 
J will more willingly part with all, 
Olde doating foole. 
Cor, You feeke Prince Hamlet,{ee,thereheis. exit. 
Gil. Health to your Lordthip. 
Ham. What, Gilderftone,and Roffen craft, 
Welcome kinde Schoole-fellowes to EV/anoure. 
Gi. Wethanke your Grace,and would bevery glad 
You were as when we were at Wittenberg. 
Ham, Ithanke you, butis this vifitation free of 
Your felues, or were you not fent for: 
Tell me true,come,l know the good King and Queene 
Sent for you,there is a kinde of confeffion in your eye: 
Come, Iknow you were fent for. 
Gil. What fay you? 
Ham. Nay then I fee how thewinde fits, 
Come,you were fentfor. 
Rof. My lord,wewere, and willingly ifwe might, 
Know the caufe and ground of your difcontent. 
Ham. Why I want preferment. 
Rof. I thinke not fo my lord. 
Ham. Yes faith, this great world you fee contents me not, 
No nor the fpangled heauens,nor earth, nor fea, 
Nonor Man that is fo glorious a creature, 
Contents not me, no nor woman too,though you laugh. 
Gil. My lord, welaughnotat that, 
Ham, Why did youlaugh then, 
When I faid,Man did not content mee? 
Gil. My Lord, we laughed, when you faid, Man didnot 
content you. 
What entertainement the Players fhall haue, 


We 
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We boorded them a the way : they are comming to you. 
Ham. Players what Players be they? 
Ro: My Lord, the Tragedians of the Citty, 
Thofethat you tooke delight to fee fo often. (fie? 
Ham. How comes itthat they trauell? Do they grow re- 
Gil. No ny Lord, their reputation holds as it was wont. 
Ham. How then? 
Gil. Yfaith my Lord, noueltie carries it away, 
For the principal! publike audience that 
Came to them, are turned to priuate playes, 
And to the humour of children. 
Ham. 1 doe not greatly wonder of it, 
For thofe that would make mops and moes 
At my vnele, when my father lived, 
Now giue a hundred,two hundred pounds 
For his pi€ture : but they fhall be welcome, 
He that playes the King thal] haue tribute of me, 
The ventrous Knight thall vfe his foyle and target, 
The louer thall figh gratis, 
The clowne thall make them laugh for't, 
That are tickledinthe Jungs, or the blanke verfe thall halt 
And the Lady fhall haue leaue to fpeake her minde freely. 
The Trumpets found, Enter Corambis. 
Do you fee yonder great baby? 
He is not yet out of his fwadling clowts. 
Gil. That may be, for they fay anolde man 
Is twice a childe. (Players, 
Ham. Ile prophecieto you, hee comes to tell mee a the 
You fay true, a monday laft, was fo indeede. 
Cor. My lord, Thaue news to tellyou. 
Ham. My Lord, I haue newes to tell you: 
When Roffios was an A tor in R ome. 
Cor. The A€ors are come hither,my lord. 
Ham. Buz,buz. 
Cor. The beft A&torsin Chriftendome, 
Either for Comedy, T ragedy, Hiftorie, Paftorall, 
eas Paftorall 
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Paftorall, Hiftoricall, Hiftoricall,Comicall, 
Connicall hiftoricall, Paftorall, Tragedy hiftoricall: 
Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Plate too light: 
For the law hath writ thofe are the onely men. 
Ha, O Iephaludge of I/rael! what atreafure had{l thou? 
Cor. Why whata treafure had he my lord? 
Ham. Why onefaire daughter,andno more, 
The which he loued pafling well. 
Cor. A,ftilharping a my daughter!well my Lord, 
Tf you call me Jepha, Lhane a daughter that 
Tloue paffing well. 
Ham. Nay that followes not. 
(or. What followes then my Lord? 
Ham, Why by lot, or God wot,or as it came to pafle, 
And fo it was, the firft verfe of the godly Ballet 
‘Wil tel you all:for look you where my abridgement comes: 
Welcome maifters, welcome all, Enter players. 
What my olde friend,thy face is vallanced 
Since I faw thee laft,com’ft thon to beard mein Denmarke? 
My yong lady and miftris, burlady but your (you were 
Ladifhip is growne by the altitude of a chopine higher than 
Pray God firyour voyce, like a peece of yneurrant 
Gelde, be not crack’t in the ring: come on maifters, 
Weele even too’t, like French Falconers, 
Fite at any thing we fee, come, a tafte of your 
Quallitie, afpeech,a paffionate {peech. 
Players What fpeech my good lord? 
Ham. Lheard thee f{peakce a fpeech once, 
But it was never ated: or if it were, 
Neuer aboue twice, for as I remember, 
Tt pleafed not the vulgar, it was cauiary 
To the million : but tome 
Andothers, that receiued it in the like kinde, 
Cried in the toppe of theiriudgements,an excellent play, 
Set downewith as great modeftie as cunning: 
One faid there was no falletsin the lines to make thé sth 
ut 
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But called itan honeft methode,as wholefome as fweete. 

Come, a fpeech init I chiefly remember 

Wase Encastaleto Dido, 

And then efpecially where he talkes of Princes flaughter, 

If it live in thy memory beginne at this line, 

Let me fee. 

The rugged Pyrrus, like th’arganian bealt: 

No tis not fo, it begins with Psrrx: 

O Thaue it. 

The rigged Pirru,he whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble, 

When he lay couched in the ominous horfe, 

Hath now his blacke and grimme complexion {meered 

With Heraldry more difmall, head to St 

Nowishe totall guife,horridely tricked 

With blood of fathers, mothers,daughters,fonnes, 

Back’tandimparched in calagulate gore, 

Rifted in earth and fire, olde grandfire Pryam feekes: 

So goe on. (accent. 
Cor. Afore God, my Lord, well fpoke, and with good 
Flay. Anonehe finds him ftriking too fhort at Greeks, 

His antike fword rebellious to his Arme, 

Lies whereit falles, vynableto refift. 

Pyrrus at Pryam drives, but allin rage, 

Strikes wide, but with the whiffe and winde 

Of his fell{word, th’unnerued father falles. 

Cor. Enough my friend, t'is too long. 
Ham. Itthallto the Barbers with your beard: 

A pox, hee'sfor a ligge, or a tale ofbawdry, 

Or elfe he fleepes, come on to Hecuba,come. 

Ply. But who,O who had feene the mobled Queene? 
Cor. Mobled Queene is good,faith very good. 
Play, Allin the alarum and feare of death rofevp, 

And ote her weake and all ore-teeming loynes,a blancket 

And akercher on that head,where late the diademe ftoode, 

Who this had feene with tengueinuenom’d {peech, 

Would 
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Would treafon haue pronounced, 
Forifthe gods themfelues had feene her then, 
When the faw Pirrvs with malitious ftrokes, 
Mincing her husbandes limbs, 
It would haue made milch the burning eyes ofheauen, 
And paffion in the gods. 
Cor, Looke my lordifhe hathnot changde his colour, 
And hath teares in his eyes: no more good heart, no more. 
Ham. T’is well, tis very well, I pray my lord, 
Will youfee the Players well beftowed, 
L tell you they are the Chronicles 
And briefe abftra&s of the time, 
After your death I can tell you, 
You were better hauea bad Epiteeth, 
Then their ill report while you live. 
Cor. My lord, L will vfe themaccording to their deferts, 
Ham. O farre better man,vfe euery man after his deferts, 
‘Then who thould {cape whipping? 
Vie them after your owne honor and dignitie, 
The leffe they deferue, the greater eredit’s yours. 


Cor. Welcome my good fellowes. exit. 

Ham, Come hither maifters, can you not play the mur- 
der of G eae 

players es my Lord. 


Ham. And could’ft not thou foraneede ftudy me 
Some dozen or fixteene lines, 
Which I would fet downe and infert2 

players Yes very eafily my good Lord. 

Ham. Tis well, Uthanke you:follow thatlord: 
And doe you heare firs? take heede you mocke him not. 
Gentlemen, for your kindnes I thanke you, 
And for atime I would deftre you leaue me. 

Gsl. Our loue and duetie is at your commaund. 

Excunt all but Hamlet. 

Ham. Why what a dunghill idiote flaue am I2 

Why thefe Players here draw water from eyes: : 
or 
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For Hecuba, why what is Heeuba to him,or he to Hecuba? 


What would he do andifhe had my loffe? 

His father murdred, and a Crowne bereft him, 
Hewould turne all his teares to droppes of blood, 
Amaze the ftanders by with his laments, 

Strike more then wonder inthe iudiciall eares, 
Confound the ignorant, and make mute the wife, 
Indeedehis ares would be generall. 

Yet I like to an affe and IohnaDreames, 

Hauing my father murdred bya villaine, 

Stand ftil],and Jet it pafle, why fure lam a coward: 
Who pluckes me by the beard, or twites my nofe, 
Giue's me the liei’th throate downe to the lungs, 

Sure I fhould take it, or elfe I haue no gall, 

Or by this I fhould a fatted all the region kites 

With this flaues offell, this damned villaine, 
Treacherous, bawdy murderous villaine: 

Why thisis braue, that I the fonne of my deare father, 
Should like a fealion, likea very drabbe 

Thus railein wordes. About my braine, 

Thaue heard that guilty creatures fitting at a play, 
Hath, by the very cunning of the fcenc,confeft a murder 
Committed long before. 

This {pirit that I haue feene may be the Diuell, 

And out of my weakeneffe and my melancholy, 

As he is very potent with fuch men, 

Doth feeke to damne me, I will haue founder proofes, 
The plays the thing, 

Wherein Ile catch the confcience of the King. exit, 


Enter the King, Queene, and Lordes. 


King Lordes, can you by no meanes finde 
The canfe ofourfonne Hamlets lunacie? 
You being fo neere in loue, euen from his youth, 


Me thinkes fhould gaine more than a feanger fhould. 


Gil- 
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Gi. My lord, we haue done all the beft we could, 
‘To wring from him the caufe ofall his griefe, 
But ftill he puts vs off,and by no meanes 
Would make an anfwere to that we expofde. 
Roff. Yet was he fomething more inchn’dto mirth 
Before we left him, and I take it, 
He hath giuen order fora play to night, 
At which hecraues your highneffe company. 
King With all our heart, itlikes vs very well: 
Gentlemen, feeke {till to increafe his mirth, 
Spare for no coft, our coffers thall be open, 
And we vnto yout felues will till be thankefull. 
Both Inall wee can, befure you thall command. 
Lucene Thankes gentlemen, and what the Queene of 
May pleafure you, befure you fhallnot want. (Denmarke 
Gil. Weele once againe vnto the noble Prince. 
Kixg Thanks to you both:Gertred you'l fee this play. 
Lauecne My lord I will, andit ioyes meat thefoule 
Heis inclin'd to any kinde of mirth. 
Cor. Madame, I pray be ruled by me: 
And my good Soueraigne, give me leaue to fpeake, 
We cannot yet finde out the very ground 
Of his diftemperance, therefore 
Tholdeit meete, if it pleafe you, 
Elfe they thall not meete,and thusitis. 
King Whati ft (orambis? (done, 
Cor. Mary my good lord this,foone when the {ports are 
Madam, fend you in hafte to fpeake with him, 
And I my felfe will ftand behind the Arras, 
There queftion you the caufe of all his griefe, 
And then inloue and nature ynto you,hee'le tell you all: 
My Lord,how thinke you on’ta 
King Itlikes vs well, Gerterd, what fay you? 
Lucene With all my heart, foone will l (endfor him. 
Cor, My felfe willbe that happy meft enger, 
Who hopes his griefe will be reueal'dto her. exesnt omnes 


Enter 
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Enter Hamlet andthe Players. 

Ham. Pronounce me this {peech trippingly athe tongue 

as I taught thee, 

Mary and you mouthit,asa many of your players do 

Vde rather heareatowne bu!l bellow, 

Then fuch a fellow {peake my lines. 

Nor do not faw the aire thus with your hands, 

But gine cuery thing his ation withtemperance. (fellow, 
O it offends mee to the foule, to heare a rebuftious periwig 
To teare a paffion in totters,into very ragges, 

T ofplit the eares of the ignoraut, who for the (noifes, 
Moft parte are capable of nothing but dumbe fhewes and 
I would hauefuch a fellow whipt,tor o re doing, tarmagant 
It out, Herodes Herod. 

players My Lorde, wee hauc indifferently reformed that 
among vs. 

Ham. The better, the better, mend it all together: 
There be fellowes that J haue feene play, 

And heard athers commend them,and that highly too, 
That having neither the gate of Chriftian, Pagan, 

Nor Turke,hauefo ftrutted and bellowed, 

That you woulda thought, fome of Natures journeymen 
Had made men,and not made them well, 

They imitated humanitie,fo abhominable: 

Take heede,auoyde it. 

players I warrant you my Lord. 

Ham. And doe you heare? let not your Clowne fpeake 
More then is fet downe, there be of them I can tell you 
That will laugh themfelues, to fet on fome 
Quantitie of barren {fpetators to laugh with them, 

Albeit there is fomeneceffary point in the Play 

Ther: to be obferued:O fis vile, and thewes 

A pittifull ambition in the foole that vfeth it. 

And then you haue fome agen, that keepes one fute 

OCieafts, asa man is knowne by one fute of 

Apparell, and Gentlemen quotes peas downe , 
2 ) 
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Since happy time ioyn’d both our hearts as one: 
And now the blood that fll'd my youthfull veines, 
Runnes weakely in their pipes, and all the ftraines 
Of muficke, which whilome pleafde mine cate, 

Is now a butthen that Age cannot beare: 

And therefore {wecte Nature muff pay his due, 
To heauen mutt I, and leaue the earth with you. 

Dutchefe O fay notfo,left that you kill my heart, 
When death takes you, let life from me depart. 

Duke Content thy felfe, when ended is my date, 

T hon maift(perchance)haue a more noble mate, 
More wife,more youthfull, and one. 

Dutcheffe O fpeakeno more, for then lam accurft, 
None weds the fecond, but the kils the firft: 

A fecond time Ikill my Lord that’s dead, 
When fecond husband kifTes me in bed. 

Han. O wormewood,wormewood! 

Duke 1 doe beleeue you {weete,what now you {peake, 
But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

For our demifes {til are onerthrowne, 

Our thoughts are ours, their end’s none of our ownes 
So thinke you will no fecond husband wed, 

But diethy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Duatchefe Both here and there purfue me lafting ftrife, 
Tfonce a widdow,euer I be wife. 

Ham. If the fhould breake now. 

Duke Tis deepely fworne,fweete leaue me here awhile, 
My fpirites growe dull, and faine I would beguile the tedi- 
ous time with fleepe. 

Dutcheffe Sleepe rocke thy braine, 

And neuer come mifchance betweene vs twaine, exit Lady 

Ham. Madam, how do you like this play? 

Queene The Lady protefts too much. 

Ham. O but fhee'le keepe her word. 

King Haue youheard theargument, is there no offence 
in it? 

Ham. 
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Ham. No offence in the world,poyfon inieft,poifon in 
King What do you call the name of the phy? (icf, 
Ham. Moufe-trap:mary how trapicallysthis play 1s 

Theimage ofa murder donein guyana, Albertus 

Was the Dukes name, his wife Baptiffa, 

Father,it isa knauifh peece a worke:but what 

A that, it toucheth not vs, youand I that haue free 

Soules, let the galld iade wince, this is one 

Lucianus nephew to the King. 

Ofel. Ya'reas good asa Chorus my lord. 

Ham. I couldinterpret the loue you beare , if I fawe the 
poopies dallying. 

Ofel. Y'are very pleafant my lord. 

Ham. Whol, your onlie jig-maker, why what fhoulde 
aman do but bemerry? for looke how cheerefully my mo- 
ther lookes, my father died within thefe two houres. 

Ofel. Nay, tis twice two months,my Lord. 

Ham. Two months,nay then let the diuell weare blacke, 
For i'le have a fute of Sables : lefus, twomonths dead, 

And not forgotten yet? nay then there's fome 
Likelyhood, a gentlemans death may outliue memorie, 
But by my faith hee muft build churches then, 

Or els hee muft follow the olde Epitithe, 

With hoh, with ho, the hobi-horfe is forgot. 

Ofel. Youriefts are keene my Lord. 

Ham. It would coft you agroning to take them off. 

Ofel, Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you mutt take your husband, begin. Murdred 
Begin,apoxe, leaue thy damnable faces and begin, 

Come, the croking rauen doth bellow forreuenge. 

Murd. Thoughts blacke, handsapt, drugs fit, and time 
Confederate feafon, elfe no creature feeing: (agreeing. 
Thou mixture rancke,of midnight weedes colle &ted, 

With Hecates bane thrife blafted, thrife infe&ted, 

Thy naturall magicke,and dire propertie, 

One wholefome life vfurps immediately. exit. 
Ham, 
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Ham. Hepoyfons hi for his eftate. 
King Lights, I willto bed. 
Cor, Theking rifes lights hoe. 
Exeunt King and Lordes, 
Ham. What,frighted with falfe fires? 
T hen let the ftricken deere goe weepe, 
The Hart vngalled play, 
For fome muft laugh, while fome muft weepe, 
Thus runnes the world away. 
Hor. Theking is mooued my lord. 
Hor. 1 Horatio, ile take the Ghofts word 
For more then all the coyne in Denmarke. 


Enter Roffencraft and Gilderfione. 


Rof, Now my lord, how i'ft with you? 
Ham. And if the king like not the tragedy, 
Why then belike he likes itnot perdy. 
Roff. Weare very glad to feeyour grace fo pleafant, 
My goodlord, let vs againe intreate (ture 
To know of you the ground and caufe of your diftempera- 
Gil, My lord, your mother craues to fpeake with you. 
Ham. We thall obey, were the ten times our mother. 
Rof. Butmy good Lord,fhall ] intreate thus much? 
Ham. 1 pray will you play vpon this pipe? 
Rof. Alas mylordI cannot. 
Fiam. Pray will you. 
Gil. Thaueno skill my Lord. 
Ham. why looke, it is a thing of nothing, 
Tis but ftopping of thefe holes, 
And with alittle breath from yourlips, 
It will giue moft delicate mufick. 
Gil. But this cannot wee do my Lord. 
Ham. Pray now, pray hartily, I befeech you. 
Res. My lord wee cannot. (me? 
Ham. Why how vaworthyathing would you nas of 
ou 
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You would feeme to know my tops, you would play ypon 
You would fearch the very inward part ofmy hart, mee, 
And diueinto the fecreet of my foule, 

Zownds do you thinke Iam eaficr to be pla'yd 

On, then a pipe ? call mee what Inftrument 

You will, though you canfrett mee, yet you can not 

Play vpon mee, befides,to be demanded by a fpunge. 

Rof. Howa {punge my Lord? 

Ham. I fir,afpunge, that fokes vp the kings 
Countenanice, fauours, and rewardes, that makes 
Hisliberalitie your {tore houfe : but fuch as you, 

Do the king,in the end, beft feruifes 

For hee doth keep you asan Ape doth nuttes, 

In the corner of his Law, firft mouthes you, 

Then fwallowes you: fo when hee hath need 

Of you, tis but {queefing of you, 

And fpunge.you thall be By againe, you fhall, 
Rof. Welmy Lord wec'le take our leave. 
Ham Farewell, farewell, God bleffe you. 

Exit Roflencraft and Gilderftone. 


Enter Corambis 
Cor. My lord, the Queene would fpeake with you- 
Haws. Do you {ce yonder clowdin the thape of a camel? 
Cor. T'islikea camell mn deed. 
Hem. Now me thinkesit’s likea weafel. 
Cor. Tis back’t like a weafell. 
Ham. Orlike a whale. 


Cor. Very like awhale. exit Corans. 
Ham. Why then tell my mother i’le come by and by. 
Good night Horatio. 


Hor. Good night vnto your Lordthip. exit Horatio. 
Ham. My mother the hath fent to fpeake with me: 

O God, letne’re the heart of Nero enter 

This foft bofome. 

Let me be cruell, not vnnaturall. 
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I will {peake daggers, thofe fharpe wordes being fpent, 
To doc her wrong my foule fhallne’re confent. sex, 
Enter the K inf 

King O that this wet that falles vpon my face 
Would wath the crime cleerefrom my confcience! 
When I looke vp to heauen,1 fee my trefpaffe, 
Theearth doth ftill ctie out vpon my faa, 
Pay me the murder of a brother anda king, 
And the adulterous fault I haue committed: 
O thefe are finnes that are vnpardonable: 
Why fay thy finnes were bitter then isieat, 
Yet may contrition make them as white as {nowes 
I but ftill to perfeuer in a finne, 
It is an a& gainft the vniuerfall power, 
Moft wretched wan, ftoope,bend thee to thy prayer, 
Aske grace of heauen to keepe thee from defpaire. 


hee kweeles. enters Hamlet 


Ham, V{o, come forth and worke thy laft, 
And thus hee dies : and fo am I reuenged: 
No, not fo: he tooke my father fleeping, his fins brim full, 
And how his foule ftoode to the ftate of heanen 
Who knowes, faue the immortall powres, 
And thall1 kill him now, 
When heis purging of his foule? 
Making his way for heauen,this is abencfit, 
And notreuenge:no, get thee vp agen, (drune, 
When hee's at game {waring, taking his carowle, drinking 
Or inthe inceftuous pleafure of his d, 
Or at fome a& that hath no relith 
Of faluation in't, then trip him 
That his heeles may kicke at heauen, 
And fall as lowe as hel: my mother {tayes, 
This phificke but prolongs thy weary dayes. exit Ham, 
King My wordes fly vp,my finnesremaine below. e 
° 
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No King on earth is fafe, if Godshisfoe. exit King. 
Enter Queene and Corambis. 
Cor, Madame,I heare yong Hamlet comming, 

l'le fhrowde my felfe behinde the Arras. exit Cor. 
Queene Dofo my.Lord. 

__ Ham. Mother,mother, O are you here? 

How ift with you mother? 

Queene How i'ft with you? 
Ham, Vie tellyou, but firft weele make all {afe. 
Queene Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you haue my father much offended. 
Queene How now boy? 
Ham. How now mother! come here,fit downe, for you 
fhall heare me fpeake. 
Queene What wilt thou doe? thou wilt not murder me : 
‘1tlpe hoe. 
nei Helpefor the Queene. 
Ham. 1a Rat,dead for a Duckat. 
Rath intruding foole, farewell, 
Itooke thee for thy better. 
Queene Harmlet,what haft thou done? 
Ham. Notfo much harme, good mother, 
As to kill aking,and marry with his brother. 
Queene How! killa king! 
Ham. Ia King:nay fit you downe, andere you part, 

If you be made of penitrable ftuffe, 

T'le make your eyes looke downe into your heart, 

And fee how hosride there and blackeit fhews. (words? 
Queene Hamlet, what mean’ft thou by thefe killing 
Ham. Why this I meane, {ee here, behold this picture, 

It is the portraiture, of your deceafed husband, 

Sce here a face, to outface ALars himéelfe, 

An eye, at which his foes did tremble at, 

A front wherin all vertues are fet downe 

For to adorne aking, and guild his crowne, 

Whofe heart went handin hand aS with that vow, 

2 


oa woes wanes so i te 
SS et as Se a is 


Bere ee 


ey 


Se ~ 


eats pees 1 lag va: SES Peet Se 


os 


= ae 2 ee 
Ps Se A PS gt See a hs ee ern 


a 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 


He made to you in marriage,and heis dead. 
Murdred, damnably murdred, this was your husband, 
Looke you now, here is your husband, 
With a face like Uslcan. 
A looke fit fora tnurder and arape, 
A dull dead hanging looke, and a hell-bred eie, 
To affright children and amaze the world: 
And this fame haue you left to change with this. 
W hat Diuell thus hath cofoned you at hob-man blinde? 
A| haue you eyes and can youlooke on him 
That flew my father, and your deere husband, 
To live in the inceftuous pleafure of his bed? 

Lucene O Hamlet, {peake no more. 

Ham. Toleaue him that bare a Monarkes minde, 
For aking of clowts, of very threads. 

Queene Sweete Hamlet ceafe. 

Ham. Nay but {till to perfiftand dwellin finne, 
T ofweate vnder the yoke of infamie, 
To make increafe of fhame, to feale damnation. 

Queene Hamlet, no more. 

Ham. Why appetite with you isin the waine, 
Your blood runnes backeward now from whence it came, 
Wholle chide hote blood within a Virgins heart, 
When luft fhall dwell within a matrons breaft? 

Lucene Hamlet,thou cleaues my heartin twaine. 
: Ham. O throwaway the worfer part of it,and keepe the 

etter. 
Enter the ghost in his night gewne. 


Saueme,faue me,you gratious 
Powers aboue,and houer ouer mee, 
With your celeftiall wings. 
Doe you not come your tardy fonne to chide, 
That I thus long have let reuenge flippe by? 
O donot glare with lookes fo pittifull! 
Left that my heart of ftone yeelde to compaffion, 
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And euery part that fhould affift reuenge, 
Forgoe their proper powers, and fall to pitty. 
Ghoft Hamlet,I once againeappearc to thee, 
To put thee in remembrance of my death: 
Doe not negleé, nor long time put it off. 
But I perceiue by thy diftra&ted lookes, 
"£ hy mother’s fearefull, and the ftands amazde: 
Speake to her Hamlet, for her fex is weake, 
omfort thy mother, Hamlet, thinke on me. 
Ham. 2 ee i'(t with yon Lady? 
Queene Nay, how it with you 
That thus you bend your eyes on vacancie, 
Andholde difcourfe withnothing but with ayre? 
Ham. Why docyou nothing heare? 
Queene NotI. 
Ham. Nor doe you nothing fee? 
Oueene Noneither. (habite 
Ham, No, why fee the king my father, my father, in the 
Ashcliued, looke you how pale helookes, 
Sec how he fteales away out of the Portall, 
Looke, there he goes. exit ghoft. 
Queene Alas,itisthe weakeneffe of thy braine, 
Which makes thy tongue to blazon thy hearts griefes 
But as [hauea foule,] {weare by heauen, 
I neuer knew of this moft horride murders 
But Hamlet, this is onely fantafie, 
And for my loue forget thefe idle fits. 
Ham. Idle, no mother, my pulfe doth beatelike yours, 
Itis not madneffe that pofleffeth Hamlet. 
O mother, ifeuer you did my deare father loue; 
Forbeare the adulterous bed to night, 
And win yout felfe by little as you may, 
Intime it may be you wil lothe him quites 
Andmother, but affift mee in reuenge, 
Andin his death your infamy fhall die. 
Queene Hamlet, vow by that maiefty, 
G 3 That 


The T ragedie of Hamlet 


That knowes our thoughts, and lookes into our hearts, 
I will conceale,confent,and doe my beft, 
What ftratagem foe’re thou fhalt deuife. 
Ham. tis enough, mother good nights 
Come fir, I'le prouide for you a graue, 
Who wasin lite a foolifh prating knaue. 
Exit Hamlet with the dead body. 


Enter the King and Lordes. 

King Now Gertred, what fayes our fonne,how doc you 
finde him? 

Queene Alas my lord, as raging asthe fea: 
Whenas he came, I firft befpake him faire, 
But then he throwes and toffes me about, 
Asone forgetting that I was his mother: 
AtlaftI cail’d for help : and as I ctied,(orambis 
Call'd, which Hamletno fooner heard, but whipsme 
Out his rapier,and cries,a Rat,a Rat, and in his rage 
The meat matt he killes. 

King Why this his madneffe will vndoe our ftate. 
Lordes goe to him, inquire the body out. 

Gil. Wewill my Lord. Exeunt Lordes. 

King Gertred, your fonne hall prefently to England, 
His thipping is already furnithed, 
And we haue fent by Roffencraft and Gilder Stone, 
Our letters to our deare brother of England, 
For Hamlets welfare and his happineffe: 
Happly the aire and climate ofthe Country 
May pleafe him better than his natiue home: 
See where he comes. 


Enter Hamlet andthe Lordes, 
Gil. My lord, we can by no meanes 
Know of him where the bodyis. 
King Now fonne Hamlet, where is this dead body? 
Flam. At upper, not where heis eating,but 


Where 
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Where he is eaten, a certaine company of politicke wormes 

are euen now at him. 
Father,your fatte King,and your leane Beggar 
Are but variable feruices, two difhes to one meffe: 
Looke you, a man may fith with that worme 
That hath eaten ofa King, 
Anda Beggar eate that fith, 
Which that worme hath caught. 

King What of this? 

Ham. Nothing father, but to tell you,how a King 
May goa progrefle through the guttes ofa Beggar. 

King Butfonne Hamlet, where is this body? 

Harm. Inheau’n,if you chance to miffe him there, 
Father, you had beft looke in the other partes below 
For him, aud if you cannot finde him there, 
You may chance to nofe him as you go vp thelobby. 

King Makehafte and finde him out. 

Ham. Nay doe you heare? do not make too much hafte, 
Tle warrant you hee'le ftay till you come. 

K ing Well fonne Hamlet, wein care of yousbut {pecially 
in tender preferuation of your health, 
The which we price euen as our proper felfe, 
It is our minde youforthwith goe for England, 
The windefits faire, you fhall aboorde to night, 
Lord Roffencraft and Gilder Stone fhall goe along with you. 

Ham. O with all my heart:farewel mother. 

King Your louing father; Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother I fay : you married my mother, 
My mother is your wife, man and wife is oneflefh, 
Aud fo(my mother) farewel:for England hoe. 

excunt allbut theking. 

king Gertred,leaueme, 
And take your leaue of Hamlet, 
T o England is he gone, ne're to returne: 
Our Letters are vnto the King of England, 
That on the fight of them,on his allegeance, 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 
He prefently without demaunding why, 
That Hamlet loofe his head,for he mutt die, 

There's more in him than thallow eyes can fee: 

He once being dead, why then our ftate isfree. ear, 


Enter Fortenbraffe, Drumme and Souldsers. 


Fort. Captaine, from vs goe greete 
The king of Denmarkes 
Tell him that Fortenbrafenephew to old Norway, 
Craues a free pafle and condu& ouer his land, 
According to the Articles agreed on: 
Youknow our Randevous, goe march away. exennt all, 


enter King and Queene, 


King Hamletis thip't for England,fare him well, 
Thope to heare good newes from thence cre long, 
Tfcuery thing fall out to our content, 

As I doemake no doubt but foit thall. 
Queene God grant it may,heau'ns keep my Hamlet fafes 
But this mifchance of olde Corambis dei 
Fath pierfed fo the yong Ofe4aes heart, 
That the, poore maide, is quite bereft her wittes. 

King Alas deere heart! And on the other fide, 
We vnderftand her brother's comefrom France, 
Andhe hath halfe the heart ofall our Land, 

And hardly hee'le forget his fathers death, 
Voileffe by fome meanes he be pacified. 
Dm. 6 {ec where the yong Ofelia is! 


Enter Ofelia playing on a Lute, and her haive 
we finging. 
Ofelia How thould I your trueloueknow 
From another man? 


By hiscockle hatte, and his ftaffe, 
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White his fhrowde as mountaine {nowe, 
Larded with {weete flowers, 
That beweptto the graue did not goe 
With true louers (howers: 
He is dead and gone Lady,he is dead and gone, 
Athis head a grafle greene turffe, 
At hishecles a ftone. 
king Howitt with youfweete Ofelia? 
Ofelia WellGod yeeld you, | 
It grieues me to fee how they laid him in the cold ground, 
I could not chufe but weepe: 
And will he not come againe? 
And will he not come againe? 
No,no,hee’s gone, and we caft away mone, 
And he neuer will come againe. 
His beard as white as {nowe: 
All flaxen washis pole, 
Heis dead, he is gone, 
And we caft away moane: 
God amercy on his foule. 
And of all chriften foules I pray God. 
God be with you Ladies,Godbe with you. exit Ofelia. 
king A pretty wretch! this is a change indeede: 
O Time, how {wiftly runnes ourioyes away? 
Content on earth was neuer certaime bred, 
To day welaugh and live, to morrow dead. 
How now, what noyfe is that? 
ed noyfe within. enter Leartes. 
Lear. Stay there vntill I come, 
O thou vilde king,giue me my fathers 
Speake, fay, where's my father? 
king Dead. : 
Lear. Who hath murdred him?fpeake, i le not 
Be juggled with, for he is murdred. 
Oxcene Truc,butnot by him. . 
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Lear. By whome, by heau'n Vle be refolued. 
king Let him goe Gertred,away, I fearc him not, 
There's fuch diuinitie doth wall a king, 
That treafon dares not lookeon. 
Let him goe Gertred, that your father is murdred, 
T ‘is true, and we moft fory for it, 
Being the chiefeft piller ofour ftate: 
Therefore will you likea moft defperate gamfter, 
Swoop-{take-like,draw at friend, and foe,and all? 
Lear. To his good friends thus wide Pe ope mine arms, 
And locke them in my hart,butto his foes, 
I will no reconcilement but by bloud. 
king Why now yon{peake like a moft loung fonnes 
And that in foule we forrow for for his death, 
Yourfelfe ere long fhall be a witnefle, 
Meane while be patient, and content your felfe. 
Enter Ofelia as before. 
Lear. Who's this,Ofeha? O my deere fitter! 
I ft poffible a yong maides life, 
Should be as mortall as an olde mans fawe? 
O heau’ns themfelues! how now Ofeha? 
Ofe!. Wel God amercy, I abin gathering of flouress 
Here,here is rew for ycu, 
You may call it hearb a grace a Sundayes, 
Heere’s fome for me too : you muft weare your rew 
With a difference, there's a dazie. 
Here Loue, there's tofemary for you 
Forremembrance : I pray Loue remember, 
And there's panfey for thoughts. 
Lear. A document in madnes, thoughts, remembrance: 
O God,O God! 
Ofela Vhere isfennell for you,T woulda giwn you 
Some violets, but they all withered, when 
My father died: alas, they fay the owle was 
A Bakers daughter, we fee what we are, 
But can not tell what we thall be. 
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For bonny {weete Robin is all myioy. . 
Lear. “Thoughts & affi€tions,torments worfe than hell. 
Ofel. Nay Loue,I pray you makeno words of this nows 

I pray now, you fhall fing a downe, 

And you a downea, tsa the Kings daughter 

And the falfe feward,andifany body 

Aske you of any thing, fay you this. 

To morrow is{aint Valentines day, 

Allin the morning betime, 

Anda maide at your window, 

Tobe your Valentine: 

The yong man rofe, and dan’d his clothes, 

And dupt the chamber doore, 

Let in the maide, that outa maide 

Neuer departed more. 

Nay I pray marke now, 

By gifle,and by faint Charitie, 

Away,and fie for thame: 

Yong men will doo't when they come too't 

By cockethey are too blame. 

Quoth the, before you tumbled me, 

You promifed me to wed. 

So would La done, by yonder Sunne, 

Tf thou hadftnot come to my bed. 

So Godbewith you all, Godbwy Ladies. 

God bwy you Loue. exit Ofeha. 

Lear. Griefe vpon griefe, my father murdered, 

My fifter thus diftraéted: 

Curfed be his foule that wrought this wicked a&t. 
king Content yougood Leartes for atime, 

Although I know your griefe is asa flou d, 

Brimme full of forrow, but forbeare a while, 

Andthinke already the reuengeis done 

Onhim that makes you fisch a hapleffefonne. 

Lear. Youhaue preuail’d my Lord,a while I'le ftrine, 

To bury griefe within a tombe of wrath, 

Hi 2 Which 
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Which once vnhearfed, then the world thall heare 
Leartes had a father he held deere. 
king No more of that, ere many dayes be done, 
You Aral heare that youdonotdreame vpon. exennt om. 
Enter Horatio and the Oucene. 
Hor. Madame, your fonne is fafe arriv'de in Denmarke, 
Thisletter I euen now receiv dofhim, 
Whereas he writes how he efcap’t the danger, 
And fubtle treafon that the king had plotted, 
Being croffed by the contention of the windes, 
He found the Packet fent to the king of England, 
Wherein he faw himfcife betray’d to death, 
As athis next conuerfion with your grace, 
He will relate the circumftance at full. 
Queene Then Iperceiue there's treafon in his lookes 
That feem’d to fugar o're his villanies 
But I will foothe and pleafe him for a time, 
For murderous mindes are alwayes jealous, 
But know not you Horatio where he is? 
Hor. Yes Madame,and he hath appoynted me 
Tomeete him onthe eaft fide of the Cittie 
To morrow morning. 
Queene O failenot, good Horatio, and withall, com- 
A mothers care to him, bid him a while (mend me 
Be wary of his prefence, left that he 
Faile in that he goes about. 
Hor. Madam, neuer make doubt of that: 
T thinke by this the news be come to court: 
Heis arriv'de, obferue the king,and yon thall 
Quickely finde, Ham/et being here, 
Things fell not to his minde. 
Queene But what becameof Gilderstone and Roffencraft! 
Hor, He being fetafhore, they went for England, 
And in the Packet there writ down that doome 
To be perform’d on them poynted for him: 
And by great chance he had his fathers Seale, 
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So all was done without difconerie. 
Na Queene Thankes be to heauen fot blefling ofthe prince, 
Horatio once againe I take my leaue, 
With thowfand mothers bleffings to my fonne. 
Horat. Madam adue. 
Enter King and Leartes. 

King. Hamlet from England! is it poflible: 

What chance is this: they are gone,and he come home. 
Lear. O heis welcome, by my foule he is: 
At it myiocund heart doth leape forioy, 
That I thall live to teil him, thus he dies. 

king Leartes, content your felfe,be rulde by me, 
And you fhall haue no let for your reuenge. 

Lear. My will, notall the world. 

King Nay but Leartes,marke the plot I hauelayde, 
T haue heard him often with a greedy with, 
Vpon fome praife that he hath heard of you 
Touching your weapon, which withall his heart, 
He might be once tasked for to try your cunning. 

Lea, And how for this? 

King Mary Leartes thus: Ilelay a wager, 
Shalbe on Hamiezs fide, and you thall giue the oddes, 
The which will draw him with a more defire, 
Totry the maiftry, that in twelue venies 
You gaine not three of him : now this being granted, 
When you are hot in midft of all your play, 

Among the foyles halla keene rapier lie, 
Sper in a mixture of deadly poyfon, 

That ifit drawes but theleaft dramme of blood, 
In any part of him,he cannot line: 

T his being done will free youfrom fufpition, 
And not the deereft friend that Ham/et lov'de 
Will euer have Leartes in fufpe&. 

Lear. Mylord, Tike it well: 

But fay lord Hamlet fhould refufe this match. 

King Vile warrant you,weele put etree 
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Such a report of fingularitie, 
Will bring him on,although againft his will. 
And left that all fhould miffe, 
Ile haue a potion that fhall ready ftand, 
Inall his heate when that he calles for drinke, 
Shall be his period and our happineffe. 
Lear. T 1s excellent, O would the time were come! 
Herecomes the Queene. enter the Queene. 
king How now Gertred,why looke you heauilya 
Queene O my Lord, the yong Ofeha 
Haning made a garland of fundry fortes of floures, 
Sitting vpona willow bya brooke, 
The enuious fprig broke, into the brooke the fell, 
Andfora while her clothes {pread wide abroade, 
Bore the yong Lady yp: and there the fate {miling, 
Euren Mermaide-like, twixt heauen and earth, 
Chaunting oldefundry tunes vncapable 
Asitwere ofher diftreffe, but long it could not be, 
Till that her clothes, being heauy with their drinke, 
Drage'd the {weete wretch to death. 
Lear. So,fheis drownde: 
Too much of water hatt thou Ofe4a, 
Therefore J will not drowne thee in my teares, 
Reuenge it is muft yeeld this heart releefe, 
For woebegets woe,and griefehangson griefe.  exennt. 
enter Clowne and an other. 
Clowne I fay no, the ought not to be buried 
In chriftian buriall. 
2. Why fir? 
Clowne Mary becaule thee's drownd. 
2. Butthe didnot drownce her felfe. 
Clowne No, that’s certaine,the water drown’d her, 
2. Yeabutit wasagainft her will. 
Clowne No, Ideny that, forlookeyou fir, I ftand here, 
Ifthe water come to me, I drowne not my felfes 
But it T goeto the water, and am there drown’d, 


Ergo 
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Ergo Lam guiltie of my owne death: 
Y'are gone, goe y'aregone fir. 

2. I but fee, fhe hath chriftian buriall, 
Becaufefheis a great woman. 

Clowne Mary more’sthepitty, that great folke 
Should haue more authoritie to hang or drowne 
Themfelues, more than other people: 

Goe fetch me a ftope of drinke, but before thou 
Goeft, tell me onething, who buildes ftrongeft, 
Ofa Mafon, a Shipwright, or a Carpenter? 
2, Why a Maton, for he buildes.all of {tone, 
And will indure long. 
Clowne That's prety, too’t agen, too t agen. 
2. Why thena Carpenter, forhe buildes the gallowes, 
And that brings many a one to his long home. 

Clone Prety agen, the gallowes doth well,mary howe 
dooes it well 2 the gallowes dooes well to them that doe ill, 
goe get thee gone: 

And if any oneaske thee hereafter, fay, 
A Graue-maker, for the houfes he buildes 
Lafttill Doomef-day. Fetchmea ftope of beere,goe. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Clowne A picke-axeand a fpade, 
A {padefor anda winding fheete, 
Moftfit itis,fort'willbemade, he throwes vp afhoncel. 
Forfucha gheft moft meete. 

Ham. Hath this fellow any feeling of himfelfe, 
Thatisthus merry in making of a graue? 
See how the flaue joles theis heads againft the earth. 

Hor. My lord, Cuftome hath madeit in him feeme no= 

Clowne Apick-axe and afpade,a{pade, (thing. 
For anda winding theete, 
Mott ftit isfor to be made, 
Forficha gheft moft meet. 

Ham. Looke you, there’sanother Horatso, 
Why 
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Why mai'tnot be the feull offome Lawyer? 
Me thinkes he fhould indite that fellow 
Ofan aétion of Batterie, for knocking 
Him about the pate with’s fhouel:now where is your 
Quirkes and quillets now, your vouchers and ° 
Double vouchers, your leafes and free-holde, 
And tenements? why that fame boxe there will {carfe 
Holde the conueiance of his land,and muft 
The honor lie there? O pittifuil transformance! 
Iprethee tell me Horatio, 
Is parchiuent made of fheep-skinnes? 
Hor. Imy Lorde,and of calues-skirines too, 
Ham. faith they prooue themfelues fheepe and calues 
That deale with them,or put theirtruft in them. 
There’s another,why may not that be fich a ones 
Scull, that praifed my Lord fuch a oneshorfe, 
When he meant to beg him? Horatio, I prethee 
Lets queftion yonder fellow. 
Now my friend, whofe graue is this? 
(lowxe Mine fir. 
Ham. But who mutt Iie in it? (fir. 
Clowne Y€1 Chould fay,] fhould,I thould liein my throat 
Han. What manmuft be buried here? 
Clowne No man fir. 
Ham. What woman? 
(lowne. No woman neither fir,but indeede _ 
One that was a woman. 
Ham. Anexcellent fellow by the Lord Horatio, 
T his feauen yeares haue I notedit: the toe of the pefant, 
Comes fo neere the heele of the courtier, 
T hat hee gawles his kibe, I prethee tell mee one thing, 
How long willa man he in the ground before hee rots? 
Clowne Lfaith fir, if hee benot rotten before 
He be laide in, as we haue many pocky corfes, 
Hewilllatt you, eight yeares, atanner 
Willlaft you eight ycares full out, or nine. 
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Ham. And why atanner? 

Clowne Why his hide is{o tanned with his trade, 
That it will holde out water, thats a parlous 
Deuourer of your dead body, a great foaker. 

Looke you, heres a fcull hath bin herethis dozen yeare, 
Let me fee, I ever fince our laftking Hamlet 

Slew Fortenbrafe in combat, yong Hamlets father, 

Hee that’s mad. 

Ham. mary, how eame he madde? 

Clowne Vaith very ftrangely, by loofing of his wittes. 

Ham.V pon what grouna? 

Clowne Athis ground, in Denmarke. 

Ham. Whereis he now? 

Clowne Why now they fenthim to England. 

Ham, To England! wherefore? | 

Clowne Why they fay he thall haue his wittes there, 

Or if he haue not,t'is no great matter there, 
It will not be feene there. 

Ham. Why not there? 

Clowne Why there they fay the men areas mad as he. 

Ham. Whofe{cull was this? 

Clowne This,a plague on him,a madde rogues tt was, 
He powred once awhole flagon of Rhenifh of my head, 
Why do not you know him? this was one Yorickes (cull. 

Ham. Wasthis?] prethice let me fee it,alas poore 1 ovicke 

I knew him Horatio, 
A fellow of infinite mirth, he hath caried mee twenty times 
vpon his backe, here hung thofe lippes that I haue Kiffed a 
hundred times,andto fee, now they abhorre me ; Wheres 
youriefts now Yoricke? yout flathes of meriment : tow go 
to my Ladieschamber, and bid her paint her felfe an inch 
thicke, to this the mutt come Toricke. Horatio, Uprethee 
tell me one thing, dooft thou thinke that Alexander looked 
thus? 

Hor. Euenfo my Lord, 

Ham. Andfmeltthus? 
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Hor. Imy lord, no otherwife. 
Ham. No,why might not imagination worke, as thus of 
Alexanasr, Alexander dicd Alexeniler was buried, Alexander 
became earth, ofearth we make clay, and A/exander being 
but clay, why might not time bring to paffe,that he might 
{toppe the boung hole ofa beere barrell? 
Imperious Cé/ar dead and turnd to clay, 
Might ftoppea hole, to keepe the winde away. 
Enter King and Oneene, Leartes, and other lordes, 
with a Pric&t after the coffin. 
Ham. Whatfunerall’sthis that all the Court laments? 
It fhews to be fome noble parentage: 
Stand by awhile. 
Lear, Whatceremony elfe? fay,what ceremony elfe? 
Price? My Lord, we hauedone all thatliesin vs, 
And more than well the church can tolerate, 
She hath hada Dirge fung for her maiden foule: 
And but for fauour of the king,and you, 
She had beene buried in the open fieldes, 
Where now theis allowed chriftian burial. 
Lear. So, Utell thee churlith Pricft, a miniftring Angell 
fhall my fifter be, when thou lieft howling. 
Ham. Thefaire Ofelia dead} 
Lucene Sweetes to the fweete, farewell: 
Ihad thought to adorne thy bridale bed, faire maide, 
And not to follow thee ynto thy graue. 
Lear. Forbeare the earth a while:fifter farewells 
Leartes leapes into the PANE. 
Now powre your earth on,Qympus hie, 
And makea hill to o’re top olde PeV/on: Hamlet leapes 
Whats he that coniures fo? in after Leartes 
Ham. Beholdetis I, Hamlet the Dane. 
Lear, The diuell take thy foule. 
Ham. O thou praicft not well, 
I prethee take thy handfrom off my throate, 
For thereis fomething in me dangerous, 


. Which 
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Which let thy wifedome feare, holde off thy hand: 
I lou'de Ofeliaas deere as twenty brothers could: 
Shew me what thou wilt doe for her: 
Wilt fight,wilt faft, wilt pray, 
Wilt drinke vp veffels,eate a crocadile? Ile doot: 
Com ft thou here to whine? 
And where thou talk’ft of burying theea live, 
Here let vs ftand : and letthem throw on vs, 
Whole hills ofearth, till with the heighth therof, 
Make Oofellas a Watt. 
King. Forbeare Leartes, now is hee mad, as is the fea, 
Anone as milde and gentle as a Doue: 
Therfore a while giue his wilde humout fcope. 
Ham. Whats the reafon fir that you wrong mee thus? 
T neuer gaue you caufe : but (tand away, 
A Catwill meaw, a Dog will haue a day. 
Exit Hamlet ana Horatio. 
Queene. Alas, itishismadnes makes him thus, 
Andnot his heart, Leartes. 
King. My lord, tis fo : but wee'le no longer trifle, 
This very day thall Hamlet drinke his laft, 
For prefently we meaneto fend to him, 
Therfore Leartes bein readynes. 
Lear. My lord, till then my foule will not bee quiet. 
King. Come Gertred, weel haue Leartes, and out fonne, 
Made friends and Louers, as befittes them both, 
Euen as they tender vs, and loue their countrie. 
Qacene Godgrantthey may. excunt omnts. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio 
Ham. beleeue mee, it greeues mee much Horatio, 
That to LeartesI forgot my felfe : 
For by my felfe me thinkes I feele his griefe, 
Though there’sa difference in each others wrong. 
Enter aBragart Gentleman. 
Horatio,but marke yon water-flie, 
The Courtknowes him, but hee ere notthe Court. 
2 Gen. 
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Gent. Now God {auc thee,fweete prince Hars/et. 
Ham. And you fir:foh, how the muske-cod {melst 
Gen. 1come withan embaflage from his maiefty to you 
Ham. \fhall fir give youattention: 
By my troth me thinkes t is very colde. 
Gent. Itisindeede very rawith colde. 
Ham. T’ishot me thinkes. 
Gent. Very {woltery hote: 
The King, {weete Prince. hath layd a wager on your fide, 
Six Barbary horfe,againft fix french rapiers, 
With all their acoutrements too,a the carriages: 
In good faith they are very curioufly wrought. 
Ham. Thecariages fir,] do not know what you meane. 
Gent. Thegirdles, and hangers fir, and {uch like. 
Ham. The worde had beene more cofin german to the 
phrafe, if he could haue carried the canon by his fide, 
And howe’s the wager? I vnderf{tand you now. 
Gent. Mary fir, that yong Leartesin twelue venies 
At Rapier and Dagger do not get three oddesof you, 
Andon your fide the King hath laide, 
And defires you to be in readineffe. 
Ham. Very well,if the King dare venture his wager, 
I dare venture my skull:when muft this be? 
Gent. My Lord, prefently,the king,and her maiefty, 
With the reftof the beft indgement in the Court, 
Are comming downe into the outward pallace. 
Ham. Goe tell his maieftie, I wil attend him. 
Gent. 1 fhall deliuer your moft fweetanfwer. ait. 
Ham. You nay fir,none better,for y'are {piced, 
Elfe he had a bad nofe could not fmell a foole. 
Hor. He will difclofe himfelfe without inquitie. 
Ham. Beleeue me Horatio, my hart is onthe fodaine 
Very fore, all here about. 
Hor. My lord forbearethe challenge then. 
Ham. No Horatio, not 1.if danger be now, 
Why then itis not to come,theres.a predeftiuate providence, 
In 


Prince of Denmarke. 
in the fall of afparrow: heere comes the King. 
‘Enter King, Queene, Leartes,Lordes. 
King Now fonne Hamlet, we hane laid vpon your head, 
And make no queftion but to haue the beft. 
Ham. Your maieftie hath laide a the weaker fide. 
King We doubt it not,deliuer them the foiles. 
Ham. Firft Leartes, heere’s my hand and loue, 
Protefting that I neuer wrongd Leartes. 
If Hamlet in his madnefle did amiffe, 
That was not Hamlet, but his madnes didit, 
Andall the wrong I e're did to Leartes, 
T heré proclaime was madnes, therefore lets be at peace, 
Andthinke I haue fhot mine arrow o’re the houfe, 
And hurt my brother. 
Lear. Siv lam fatisfied in nature, 
Butin termes of honor I’le ftandaloofe, 
And will no reconcilement, 
Till by foe elder maifters of our time 
I may be fatisfied. 
King Giue them the foyles. 
Ham. V'lebe your foyle Leartes, thefefoyles, 
Haueall alaught,comeonfirs a hit. 
Lear. Nonone. Heere they play. 
Ham. Iudgement. | 
Gent. Ahit, amoft palpable hit. 
Lear. Well, come againe. They play againe. 
Ham. Another. Judgement. 
Lear. 1,1 grant, atuch,atuch. 
King Here Hamlet,thc king doth drinkea health to thee 
Dueene Here Hamlet,take my napkin,wipe thy face. 
King Giuc him the wine, | 
Ham. Setit by, Tle haueanother bowt firlt, 
Tle drinke anone. | 
Queene Here Hamlet, thy mother dsinkes to thee. 
. Shee drinkes. 
Xing Donotdrinke Gertred : Otis the poyfned cup! 
I3 Ham. 
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Ham. Leartes come, you dally with me, 

I pray you paffe with your moft cunning{t play. 
Lear. 1! fay you fo? haue at you, 

Ile hit you now my Lord: 

And yet it goes almoft again& my confcience. 
Ham. Come on fir. 


They catch one anothers Rapiers, and both are wonnded, 
Leartes falles downe, the Queene falles downe andes. 


King Looke to the Queene. 

Queene Othe drinke, the drinke, Hamlet,the drinke. 
Ham, Treafon,ho, keepe the gates. 

Lords Howitt my Lord Leartes? 

Lear. Euenasacoxcombe fhould, 

Foolifhly flaine with my owne weapon: 

Hamlet, thou haft notin thee halfe an houre of life, 

The fatall Inftirument isin thy hand. 

Vubated and invenomed: thy mother’s poyfned 

That drinke was made for thee. 

Ham. The poyfned Inftrument within my hand? 

Then venome to thy venome,die damn‘d villaines 

Come drinke, here lies thy vnion here. The king dies. 
Lear, O heisiuttly ferued: 

Hamlet, before I cic, here take my hand, 

Andwithall, myloue: Idoeforgmethee.  Leartes dies. 
Ham. AndI thee, O Tam dead Horatio, fare thee well, 
Hor. No, 1am moreanantike Roman, 

Then a Dane,here is fome poifon lett. 

Ham. Vpon my loue I charge thecletit goe, 

O fie Horatio, andif thou thoul it die, 

What a fcandale wouldft thou leaue behinde? 

What tongue fhould tell the ftory of our deaths, 

Ifnot from thee? O my heart finckes Horatio, 

Mine eyes haue loft their fight, my tongue his vie: 

Farewel Horatisheauen receinemy foule. Ham. dies. 

Enter 


Prince of Dinmarke. 


Enter Veltemar and the Ambaffadors from England. 
enter Fortenbralle with his traine. 

Fort, Whercis this bloudy fight? 

Hor. Ifaught of woe or wonder you'ld behold, 

Then looke vpon this tragicke fpeétacle. 
Fort. O imperious death! how many Princes 
Haft thouat one draft bloudily thot to death? (dend, 
Amba. Ourambatite that we haue brought from Exg- 
Where be thefe Princes that fhould heare vs {peake? 
O moft moft vnlooked for time! ynhappy country. 

Hor, Contentyour felucs, le thew toall, the ground, 
The firft beginning of this Tragedy: 

Let there afcaffold be rearde vp in the market place, 
And let the State of the world be there: 

Where you fhall heare fich afad {tory tolde, 

That neuer mortall man could more ynfolde. 

Fort. Ihauefomerights of memory tothis kingdoms, 
Which now to claime my leiftre doth inuite mee: 
Let foure of our chicfeft Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like afouldier to his graue: 

For he waslikely,had he liued, 

Toaprou’d moft royall. 

Take vp the bodic, fich a fight as this 

Becomes the fieldes, but here doth much amiflg 
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